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Day One Hundred Forty 
Six- 

Having completed my 
survey of the northern 
most peninsula, I have 
made the decision to 
uphold my vow and return 
to the orc tribe I had 
discovered several months 
past. I wondered if the 
tribe would remember 
mineself and how they 
would react to my 
return. I thought it most 
prudent to observe the 
tribe, at least for a day 
before entering to speak 
with the warboss yet 
again. What I came to 
observe changed mine mind 
on this matter 
immediately. I arrived at 
the meadow of the orcs 
only to find a shamble of 
what I had observed in 
the not too distant past. 
The clan was smaller then 
its original size, and it 
was quite evident what 
the cause was from the 
moment I laid eyes upon 
the group. Disease. A 
large portion of the clan 
still living was covered 
with black welts, although 
it appeared some still 
remained unscathed. I 
entered the area, and 
was given a wide berth 


by those orcs as I 
searched for the warboss. 
I found him without much 
problem, sitting upon a 
throne constructed of 
logs by what I knew to 

be the holy burial 
grounds. An area of black 
covered one side of his 
face completely, forcing 
the eye shut. Recognition 
in the form of a crooked 
grin crept over his now 
deformed face as I 
neared. It was nearing 
dark by this time and I 
was offered a place to 
sleep for the night in 
hopes of talk in the 
morrow. I know I will find 
sleep difficult this night 
while I wonder what could 
have happened to cause 
this plague upon these 
proud people. 


Day One Hundred Fifty- 
The days have been long 
and tiring. I have spoken 

with the warboss and 
their shaman, who seems 
unaffected by the strange 
ailment, for the past few 
days. Between our talks 
and my aid in tending to 
the sick and dying, I have 
managed very little time 
for mine thoughts. Both 
the warboss and the 
shaman know little of 
what could have caused 
this pox upon their 
people. No written 
records have ever been 
kept, but their history 
passed down from shaman 
to shaman seems quite 
clear in that nothing of 
this sort has ever 


happened prior. This 
meadow they call their 
home has always been 
such, the animals they 
hunt have always been 
the same, their way of 
life little changed since 
the time their Wargod 
set them down at this 
place. Nothing seems 
apparent for a possible 
cause. 


Day One Hundred Fifty 
Two- 

We set about the task 

of burning the dead this 
day, as the clan slowly 
diminishes. It seems those 
who are yet to be 
infected by this disease 
shall remain so, for now 
at least, as there have 
been no further orcs 
taken ill since my arrival. 
The shaman is still leary, 
as he should be. I have 
also taken to teaching 
this shaman the art of 
written word, he seemed 
most interested in my 
writing at night in these 
journals I carry. He 
seems a quick study, and 
I hope to teach him much 
in the coming days. 

The morning of moving 
bodies took their toll on 
mineself, my body is sore 
to the bone and I have 
one large bruise taking 
shape upon my ribs where 
I imagine I must have hit 
mineself. I shall have to 
keep my writing lesson 
brief this night. 


Day One Hundred Fifty 
Three- 


I am learning much from 
the shaman as he learns 
from me. While not as 
accurate as the written 
wor, the clan's history 
passed down from the 
generations seems most 
intact. He knows all the 
names of all the 
warbosses and shamans 
from the time the land 
was made, the list of 
names seems to stretch 
several hundred years or 
longer, although I am not 
entirely certain of an 
orcs lifespan at this 
time. I started the 
shaman on learning to 
write the characters used 
as well, providing him with 
a quill and several scrolls 
to practice upon. The 
distraction seems to do 
him much good, as it is 
quite apparent that he is 
worried over the tribe. 
The warboss seems to be 
growing worse, although 
he puts up a front for 
the other orcs, I can tell 
the illness is growing 
worse in him. Meetings 
are planned over the next 
few days to discuss the 
tribes furture here in 
this meadow. 


Day One Hundred Fifty 
Six- 

The meetings have ended. 
After much heated 

debate, and a few fights 
between the orcs, a 
decision has been reached. 
One of the war captains 
of the clan who has 
seemed immune to this 
outbreak is to lead those 


healthy out of this 
meadow in three days 
time. Over the next two 
days, the clan will be 
tearing down their huts 
in preparation of the 
move and will then head 
east and south down the 
coastlinein search of an 
area to occupy 
temporarily until the 
shaman feels the meadow 
has been cleansed by 
their Wargod. Ona 
personal note, the bruise 
I sustained a few days 
back seems to have 
gotten larger, and taken 
on a darker color. 


Day One Hundred Fifty 
Eight- 

After much hard work 

the clan has broken down 
their entire village with 
the exception of the holy 
ground which is made 
mostly of rock. A few 
temporary tents have 

been erected for those 
with the illness that 
must remain behind as to 
not infect the others. I 
have decided to stay 
behind as well and help 
the warboss burn the 
bodies of the dead. The 
clan leaves in the 
morrow, and my writing 
lessons for the shaman 
have seemed to come to 

an end. I will give him 
several scrolls and a new 
quill as a present for 
safe return some day and 
so that he may continue 
his practices. 


Day One Hundred Sixty- 


Mine worst fear has 

been recognized, and what 
a fool I was to ignore it 
for so long. My bruise 
ws not such at all. I 
have known in the back 

of mine mind for several 
days now, but it did not 
Sink in until the warboss 
pointed to the black 
stretching to the base of 
mine neck and made 
comment on us going to 
see his Wargod together. 


Day One Hundred 
Seventy- 

I have grown too weak 
to help the warboss with 
the burnings any longer. 
It seems he will be 
outlasting mineself and 
the remaining orcs as 
well. I need to sleep 
desperately, but it comes 
hard now. I ask one 
Finally plea upon any who 
find mine journals, for I 
fear I will not have the 
strength to pen further 
after tonight. Anyone who 
reads this, please collect 
all mine writings and 
return them to one of 
the town leaders in the 
south. They must know 
what I have mapped out 
for them before the 
expansion begins, they 
must know what I have 
seen. 
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